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I'M JUST W ALKH
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I would like to hear why I'1
while I have two eyelids elsewh'
People travel to learn

reading papers, bobolink, boboli
and a soldier carries a woundec
the wind takes pages, Let I
in the driver's seat, Xerox,
a ceegar!

Travels! bureaux! age
Rice sparrow, rice sparrow, in i

2
There is nothing to declare, the

Thoreau, Thoreau, toro, Nuba
John Paul Getty, Hieronyn
everything happens from Salva<
Gestapo, I remember r

Mr. Emmet Mulkin is talking r
what can I do: I am only a gue~
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Pekka Virtanen

I'M JUST WALKING AROUND
1
I would like to hear why I'm staying at Geneseo,
while I have two eyelids elsewhere,
People travel to learn,
reading papers, bobolink, bobolink, it suddenly struck me,
and a soldier carries a wounded baby in his hands,
the wind takes pages, Let Hertz put you
in the driver's seat, Xerox,
, give that man
a ceegar!
Travels ! bureaux! agents
Rice sparrow, rice sparrow, in its own country, could be a legal bird.
2

There is nothing to declare, the air is clear;
Thoreau, Thoreau, toro, N ubar Gulbenkian,
John Paul Getty, Hieronymus Bosch,
everything happens from Salvador Dali to the CIA,
Gestapo, I remember here, 40 wars since 45,
Mr. Emmet Mulkin is talking my ears off,
what can I do: I am only a guest here, in an enemy country?

5

6

PEKKA'

EXPERIMENTALIST

3
I lay my nights under a heetaire; winters in Finland
are like branchy breasts, apples of papal time Rome,
a woollen sock,
nights are cold over here, winters, weathers, leaves,
The next day I met the rich man's hollow legged son,
How do you do,
we were introduced,
but later on he got mad at my talks
about the elbows in his family tree,
he drank pink champagne his head full to the knees,
firs, pines, eyes, poplars, cypress, brooms, nails.

4
Laocoon! Laocoon! I When it snows up in the mountains,
it snows up in the mountains; Mrs. Smith has a nice
and intelligent husband or father,
We keep on forgetting things,
Quidquid id est
timeo Danaos et dona ferentes; Ils n'apportent pas
de cadeaux,
, C'est vrai! Turn it off, anyway.

5
I'm just walking around. I push my hands deep into my mind's
pockets. I am one of us,
arranging ugly things into a funny little row,
commanding Asia baak from the corner.

THE ARISTOTELIAr

To this scrimpish
creature, she well wouldn't all'
any salvation: in a church, wh
why didn't he keep the roses in his
buds, coatbuttons on his

*

The host spoke with the
I am here.
My men lifted the anchor, they bit
the sails
to the wind; when I couldn't
and the birds,
birds started falling down, I
told them to cast the nets. The c<

but the host's grey and grey scales
and the fins wither away, the
in the light,
like words ; the host doesn't speak

*

A nag
that I who had come, I came
and will go ;
. I
we, peplegme
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THE ARISTOTELIAN SEVEN
ters in Finland
pal time Rome,
athers, leaves,
llow legged son,

To this scrimpish
creature, she well wouldn't allow a damned thing,
any salvation: in a church, why,
why didn 't he keep the roses in his mouth in
buds, coatbuttons on his coat.

*

*

*

Y talks

td full to the knees,

l()ms, nails.

The host spoke with the fish's mouth,
I am here.
My men lifted the anchor, they blew
the sails
to the wind; when I couldn't see the shore any more
and the birds,
birds started falling down, I
told them to cast the nets. The catch is still on,

up in the mountains,

rs. Smith has a nice
ather,

:Is n'apportent pas
1 it off, anyway.

hands deep into my mind's

funny little row,
ter.

but the host's grey and grey scales, the tail
and the fins wither away, the gills are
in the light,
thin
like words; the host doesn't speak.

*

*

*

Anagnorisis,
that I who had come, I came
and will go;
I have gone:
that I,
we, peplegmenos, anagnorisis.
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At last the birds
flew from the full sky
cutting the towers of the cathedrals ,
the scenery split into two,
the pope and the closest bishops drive to Viet Nam.

*

*

*

After the rains, among the mushrooms,
I buy boots of my own
to march down the forests of galoshes, the insolent
words to naughty boys' throats.

*

*

*

Bright charms, stripped from veils,
sticking to the spring night, my
grandfather's, poet's, festivals,
taper and sudden
breasts float in
the sea of your illusions, breasts, o and o, look
with moist eyes
like the images of restless pears.

*

*

*

I acknowledge a hard thing,
I die.
A man is happy for long, is a man
and walks the gardens of all worlds,
it would be better,
without knowing:
without walking, without singing,
without gaily soon dying. I always remember,
I strew buds of children on fat boulevards.

Pekka Virtanen

JOURNEYS ON A
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JOURNEYS ON A BOUGH
to VietNam.

*

tUsh rooms,

Ezra Pound: In a Station of the Metro
The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough.
Pentti Saarikoski : Autolla ajoa oiseen aikaan
Ajettiin hillitonta vauhtia pimeaa tieta pitkin,
keltavastarakki kaveli mustan oksan paasta paahan.

, the insolent
Pentti Saarikoski : Driving a car in the night time

*
my

d o, look

*
I die.
Ids,

ld be better,

:member,

They drove at a wanton speed along a dark rood,
a yellow wagtail waliked the length of a black bough.
Ezra Pound indicates somewhere in his scriptures that he made
the famous short poem, entitled "In a Station of the Metro," in a year's
course: first when the idea struck him it proved to take form in several
lines; then he wrote it over and over again; and at last the final concise
poem reflects his intensive study of the Japanese haiku. Pentti Saarikeski's "Autolla ajoa oiseen aikaan,' "Driving a car in the night time,"
is an intentional imitation, a clear variation and paraphrase of Pound's
poem. It was written down in an instant of time, probably in a minute
or less; this poem is a sudden vision, received after Saarikoski had
studied, in his tum, both Pound and haiku -these certain idea:s had
kept his subconsciousness at work.
The evident similarities in these two poems are to be found most
easily in the structure, design, inner and outer elements, in the idea and
images. They are two-line poems, having a very clear cut in the middle;
they have to do with various kinds of movements, action, both concrete
and abstract, e.g., transportation and association. Pound's visible vehicle
is only partially in the poem, through the romantic, slightly old-fash-

:t.t boulevards.
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ioned, channing Paris Metro; it is present only in the title. Saarikoski
states his vehicle more frankly, it is simply any of the cold, modem,
highly impersonal cars, quite a clumsy thing to be accepted in such a
poem; it is indirectly present also in the first line of the poem. The
second lines tum rthe action to nature, to what functions within eternal
laws. Here Pound has a more general term, petals, Saarikoski a more
derived, exact term, a yellow wagtail. Both poems have beautiful seasonal effects; borth reflect some kind of sudden remembrance or comparison of recognized images.
In Saarikoski's poem one could find a story of driving a car fast
along a dark road: the connection of the two separate lines were that
tM.e car is seen in the time it takes a wagtail to walik on a hough, from
one end to the other. Pound's poem would be a story of seeing some
faces (Lady Faces, presumably; in the Swedish translartion-Bonniers
Litterara Magasin, 2/63- there are two of them, for some purpose, I
don't know) in the crowd in a station of the Metro; these faces are to be
seen in the time that the petals are attached to a wet bough, or they
appear like petals on a bough. There certainly is nothing wrong with
these purely descriptive interpretations : they are most safe and comprehensible.
I am inclined to see in both poems some hidden, closed meanings :
I cannot believe that poets like Pound and Saarikoski, furbishers and
wizardly eccentric forerunners, could be understood or explained in only
one way. Peculiar as it is, I must think that even Saarikoski, that cunning snake, has been a moralist this time, of a most serious kind, or, at
least has been deeply concerned with moral questions. He has a causerie,
written while he was still tolerated at the University, about a reckless
raced river who dies (and somebody always dies in his oddly complicated
scriptures; death is so prominent that we could use a term "permanent
autumn" for his major theme: it is the term he uses himself somewhere
in the Pope and Czar or What is, in fact, happening) and a mysterious
bird walks across rthe street. This poem could be a sarcastic interpretation of Pound's serious poem, of the moral in it: it would be a moral of
being careful with one's life; one should not drive a car recklessly, on a
dark road, since it could be a sudden step to the end of one's bough.
This kind of moral theme is more distinct, I see, in Pound's poem where
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there is the sense of faces fading away: just now, everything is still fixed
1o a certain, secure place, everything is under one's immediate control ...

and soon all will 'be gone -at least the remembrance or recognition of
the faces.
The openings of these poems introduce the human, the conclusion,
the nature, more lasting, immortal fundament that continues to exist, in
one form or another, without losing much of its real essence, whatsoever
will happen. All interpretations are based on time, with fine contrasts of
notion in mind and action in nature.

Paul Sweet

Maria Zahardis

POEMS

THE ESSENTIALS

The few moments
That I have been here,
Have changed me,
From the dew laden grass,
To the frozen sap of the tree.

*

*

*

Tomorrow's dawn,
Will be tonight's end,
And to me,
It will be,
A grasshopper shedding its skin.

*

*

*

Uselessly I lay here,
In this bed of daisies,
Venturing out no further than the creek's edge,
For I know,
That if I wade in,
I shall stay there forever,
Listening to the moon shame the buds for opening.

*

*

The feather speaks loud,
As it drifts,
From the winged bird,
To the sphere below.
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Maria Zahardis
THE ESSENTIALS

aden grass,
te tree.

*

:ling its skin.

*
;sly I lay here,
Lisies,
r than the creek's edge,
f I wade in,
here forever,
1e the buds for opening.

*
loud,
bird,

Amid the din and jostling, the odor of smoke and beer, Adrian
appeared in the doorway, her hands in her pockets. She moved into the
room surveying the shouting faces, with the deliberate, measured gait
of one walking through a cemetery. And ·t here, miraculously, was Prof.
Bridges seated at one table, obviously stressing a point for the benefit of
the man on his left. Adrian struggled with her face to force a dead pan
expression and tapped him on the shoulder, a superbly understated gesture, she thought.
"Choong !" His favorite exclamation he yelled, seizing the girl
around the waist. He introduced her to his companion, Conrad, who
acknowledged her with a nod, and resumed their conversation. She
noticed that the stranger's face was quite resilient, that he used it well,
and that although she wasn't listening to what was being said, his speech
held echoes of being faintly foreign. Something in his inflection was
perhaps Germanic or Slavic. But for the sensual quality of a full, protruding lower lip, the Aryan stereotype might have fit. Considering
this, she accepted Conrad tentatively, on the basis of his connection with
the professor, assuming that those who associate with kings must at
least be noble.
The waiter took three drinks from a glass-laden tray and set them
down on the table. Staring at the ashtray, Conrad held the beer in his
mouth letting it run back and forth through his teeth. After a prolonged
swallow he looked up at the girl.
"And just who are you, young lady?"
"I'm nobody. Who are you? Are you nobody too?"
"Yes, but I can be everybody sometimes." Adrian was delighted.
"I'm sure you can," she grinned at him. He continued, "Are you a
student here?"
"We are all students."
"I see. And all the world's a classroom," he added perfunctorily.
"But seriously ... "
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"Sometimes seriously, sometimes not."
"Mostly not, obviously." He returned the grin. "What do you
study?"
"I study everything. Watch, I'll study you."
"All right then." They stared at each other intently through
squinted eyes in mock-study until he turned to Bridges. "She's not so
bad, you know. I thought I hated women."
"I know. Well, she studies hard."
Conrad asked her, "Did you ever have this one for class?" She
answered by describing some of the professor's antics in class, like the
time he became so annoyed with his stupid students that he heaved a
text-book out the window in a rage. And the time he stuck his entire fist
into his mouth to demonstrate its phenomenal capacity and nearly lost
his teeth trying to get it back out. They all laughed and the waiter came
around again. The three quipped and punned and chuckled and coughed
and sighed and watched each other for a short eternity. The room grew
warmer, noises from other tables muted as they blended,into one another,
smoke was slowly displacing the air in the room, and the waiter kept
appearing out of nowhere.
The professor lifted his glass to propose a tDast. There was an
expectant pause which was broken by Conrad. "Let's drink to love."
"No, that's only part of it," Bridges replied. "We have to toast to
all of life, but we'll leave out the things that clutter it up. Just the basics.
Love, birth, death, and time. Here's to the essentials!" Their glasses all
tDuched.
Adrian held hers up tD her eye and through the golden liquid
watched the dark forms change from one amorphous shape into another.
"When I die," she announced, "I would like to come back as water."
"Why water?" Conrad asked.
"Because it flows. Didn't you know that?"
"No."
"And besides, it takes on so many different forms . Everything is
made of water. It's basic. That's right. The world is made of water.
You're made of water. I'm made of water. He's made of water. This
table is made of water, I betcha. Basically. We should drink to water:'
They drank to water, another essential. In that microcosm, the
three "watery" bodies huddled closer together over the table and spoke
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further of the essentials, )ife, death, time and love, and the relationship of
each to each. Finally, the waiter, holding a tray o.f empty glasses, intruded with the announcement that the place was to close shortly. They
noticed that people were beginning to leave in couples and groups, and
they vaguely thought about re-entering reality. They rose reluctantly,
floated thmugh the door into the night air, which was like a strange
black liquid buoying them up.
They got into the car and drove with the windows open, no one
speaking a word for a long time, until they passed a long stretch of
field. The car stopped. They stepped out, climbed through the barbed
wire fencing, and walked listening to the dry weeds brush against their
legs.
The pace quickened as the expanse of moonlit land loomed up and
beckoned. The professor gave a great shout, leaped into the distance
and was gone in an instant. His friend bounded off into the opposite
direction flinging his arms and laughing. The girl started ripping violently at the weeds, throwing them into the air at the moon and watched
them fall away, all the while incoherently chanting fragments of Cumming's "Who knows if the moon's a balloon coming out of a keen city
... where flowers pick themselves . . . and what I want to know is,
HOW DO YOU LIKE YOUR BLUE-EYED BOY, MISTER
DEATH?!"
A shrill imitation train whistle was coming out of the semi-darkness. "Oooooooooooo !" Bridges was running toward her with his arms
straight out from his sides like an airplane. Conrad was behind him
walking backwards and grinning at the moon. She grabbed their hands,
one on each side, and pulled them both. Soon the three were racing,
hand in hand, through the tall grass, the short grass, the pebbles, the
rushes, the soft dirt, up and down hills, through puddles and mud,
around trees and bushes, jumping over logs and stumps, and hopping
off rocks until the girl tripped over a root and flew headlong into a patch
of dandelions. The two men gripped her under the arms, heaved her
into the air and caught her before she hit the ground again.
They were breathless from laughter, so that when they stood her
up again on at least one leg, they all leaned against each other for support, embracing, gasping for air and kissing all at once. They held on
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tightly, could not get close enough, being overwhelmed as they were, at
the astounding miracle of their own existence. They became all of mankind, or they were the gods, little difference. The field was their universe. Gods and universe were inseparable ; they were all made of the
same substance. The distinctions between the words "love," "life,"
"death" and "time" had melted in those rare supreme moments.
When at last they returned to the car to drive home, the words
regained their meaning. Death is expressed by time. And the moments
had already started to die.

Ed Eicher

THE GROTTO
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THE GROTTO
There was an all-encompassing silence in the place. It was not an
oppressive silence, but a carpeted quiet which swallowed any noise like
an unwanted intruder. The birds outside sang quietly, almost timidly, as
if afraid of offending the reigning silence .
The grotto was a hand-hewn cave about ten feet wide and three
times as long. The nearness of the ceiling made one feel as if he must
waLk with head bowed or risk scraping it on the brown, jagged points of
rock.
The cave was divided at its midsection by a fence, about knee-high,
made from brown-stained logs from which the bark had been peeled.
Where one end of the fence met the wall, there was a delicately etched,
tiered shelf, a portion of rock which had been left jutting out when the
wall was cut back. On each of the tiers dozens of tiny flames flitted
about inside their little red-glass cages, throwing splashes of red and
white and ee1;e black shadows on the walls and ceiling.
On the other side of the fence, near the back wall and barely
discernible in the twilight of the place, were two figures.
One form hung limply on a crude wooden cross ; blood glistened
as it oozed from his many wounds. In the dim, flickering shadows, it
appeared that his body twitched spasmodically, in the final, vain strugglings just before death. At the foot of the cross, kneeling in a puddle
of blood and tears, leaning against the blood-soaked timber, was a figure
huddled in blue and white robes. One cheek was visible beneath the blue
veil ; the tears on it glimmered in the candlelight.
On the wall near the mouth of the cave was a small, black box.
Beneath it hung a royal blue placard emblazoned with a neon pink
"THANK YOU- COME AGAIN."
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Dan Welch

HAIKU

THE LAST FLOWE
Bright and golden now
Sensuous bark soon is laid
Silent under snow.

When the born
Fire and flame
But that migh;
Will allow a f

Autumn wind freshens
Village quiet on the hill
A glimpse of bright wood.

When the bun
We shall gat he
Count our dea<
And then stan

The electric spark
Of cold metal and marble
Confirming winter.
Shapes of bott1es felt
As birch fireplace logs resound
Hosanna indeed.
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THE LAST FLOWER

len now
soon is laid
ow.

When the bombs begin to fall
Fire and flame will take us all ;
But that mighty, raging blast
Will allow a few to last.

:reshens
t the hill
right wood.

When the bursting's through and done
We shall gather one by one,
Count our dead, and soothe our hurt;
And then start grubbing in the dirt,

1rk
nd marble
ter.

.es felt
.ce logs resound
l.

Looking for those stones and bricks
And bags of mortar that shall fix
Stone on stone to make a wall
To protect us one and all .
First a wall and then a hut,
Village . .. town . .. then city, but
When the cities fill with men,
Then the bombs will fall again.
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THE VIEW FROM AN ASHCAN
Old oatmeal boxes drenched with dew:
Cardboard cartons limp before the rain:
The rotting rinds of yesterday's desserts
Incensing the ancient godsChant, ye whitefrocked Druids,
Hold your broom sticks high.
The ghosts of a hundred thousand meals,
And the uneasy recollections
Of a hundred empty attics,
The graveyard of dreams.
Sing, whitefrocked chorus,
From your garbage trucks.
This refuse is the end of all you'll be.
This place of endingsA sterile desert, ashcan gray,
On the edge of your small city.

REGRETS

Hard luck to have t
Older, younger, yes·
It's hard to know tl
Unless of course y<
Of getting.
So I felt your being
But wished someh01
It's always afterwa1
I'll always after wi!
Carnally, a hardnes
Hard, to face each

I'd wanted just a p
But then a you, and
And so an us.

It could have been
Weakly, I crumble
A different time w•
Hard luck indeed, t
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REGRETS
Hard luck to have been born so here and now;
Older, younger, yes-but not so now.
It's hard to know the being from the ifs,
Unless of course you haven't felt the how
Of getting.
So I felt your being, felt your now;
But wished somehow a different set of rules.
It's always afterwards that makes the show.
I'll always after wish a different game.
Carnally, a hardness came to usHard, to face each other and the world.
I'd wanted just a private little me,
But then a you, and you, and you, and you
And so an us.

;-

an gray,
small city.

It could have been delicious had we held.
Weakly, I crumbled youA different time would mean a different us:
Hard luck indeed, to be so here and now.
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John Adams

IT'S ALL YOUR FA

RE-EXPLANATION
You, too completely, re-arranged my me :
I yielded up one portal in my wall,
And felt the gentle nausea of all
Your subtle fingers probing through the lee
And kneading doughy staff that was my soul.
You reached into my secrets, stole my dreams,
Here raised a levee, there diverted streams,
And finally you re-organized the whole:
And when you left, I like a sleeper woke;
I glimpsed the fairness of your subtle deedsAnd for one instant I heard how you spoke
Beyond my lust, into more basic needs;
But then the instant passed-the structure strained:
Without you, it collapsed, and chaos reigned.
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John Adams
IT'S ALL YOUR FAULT
Across the great expanse of time came the savage beast. Amorphous and awful, it approached obliquely, stopping and starting, closer
and closer. The plain of time is flat as hell, he thought, yet this beast (it
should frighten; it doesn't) is having a hell of a time. The savage,
stumbling beast turned into an artichoke and peeled itself. Its leaves lay
scattered, liike pieces of a jig-saw puzzle. He began to assemble the
puzzle pieces, sitting on a folding chair, the pieces spread before him on
the card-table. It was a picture of Jesus. He was smiling and had bad
teeth.
Choking, gasping for air and afraid to swallow, he awoke, his mouth
and throat caked and dry. He hardly knew where he was. The room
was dark but for one slit of light from where the venetian blind, its paint
chipped and peeling, was pulled up at the bottom to let in air. Reaching
up to the desk, he found the paper cup, soggy from ho!Jding water from
the night before, and drank the water in one hard swallow. He crushed
the cup, letting it drop to the floor, and lay back on the double pillows.
He was soon asleep.
She stood at the kitchen counter, making lime Jello. As he entered
the room, she said, "I am making lime Jello for the funeral. Would you
go into the celrlar and get me a bowl?" He opened the door and
descended the stairs to the cellar. Returning, he had a plate in his hand.
"That's a plate. I need a bowl," she said. "Would you go into the cellar
and get me a bowl?" Again he went down into the cellar and again,
returning, handed her a plate. "No, no. I need a bowl, a bowl. Would
you go into the cellar and get me a bowl." He was placidly eating a tuna
fish sandwich. He ate slowly, almost pensively. Finishing, he went into
the cellar. This time, he returned holding a green mud turtle and handed
it to her.
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Awake, his arm, twisted beneath and around him, was asleep and
numb. He sat on the edge of the bed, listening to the noises on the
street. It was already nine-thirty. He had had nearly ten hours sleep,
but he was still tired, stili! unrested. But it had nothing to do with sleep;
he had felt this way for weeks. He got up and went to the sink. It carried about its rim a filthy scum, a ring of week-old dirt. The drain had
been clogged for weeks, yet he had not bothered to use the plunger which
lay beneath it on the floor. He washed his hands, wet his hair and
pushed it back with his fingers. He had slept in his clothes, and now he
had only to put on his shoes and coat and leave.
He spent an hour over two cups of coffee in a small and soiled diner.
He sat alone, on a stool at the counter, staring at himself through a
pyramid of coffee cups in the grease-grayed mirror.
It was early afternoon as he entered the bar. He had spent nearly
two hours walking the city, going nowhere, seemingly deep in thought,
yet not thinking, only walking. He had noticed only one thing: in the
city's heart, in its congested, discarded center, a billboard, looming larger
than the low, grimy building which supported it, advertised, in yellowing
colors, electric clothes dryers. A woman, white-aproned and leering,
pulled gigantically pure piles of laundry from the dryer, and displayed
them to the yellow-haired child at her side. He had stopped to examine
the sign. In the middle of the sidewalk - people passing from two
directions, seeing not a person, but only an obstruction to their endless
missions- he had stopped to look, and then went on.
Now, in the bar, he sat in the corner at a four-chaired table, drinking from a glass of warming beer. The bar was empty but for two or
three old men, standing and leaning, and a tableful of loud young men.
They examined him with indifferent curiosity from across the room, and
then ignored him, returning to their talk and laughter.
"Shit," one of them said, "she's so fuckin' bad, she ... " He was
interrupted by the waitress. "Can I help you?" She was picking up
empty glasses and bottles. A small argument developed. Two of them
wanted to leave, but the others wished to stay.
His coat was unbuttoned as he went through the door. It was a
sunless, dull day, typical of a mid-winter day. Yet it wasn't cold. Shoving his hands into his pockets, he walked up the street toward his room.
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He opened the unlocked door, and entered the darlkened, musty
room. He pulled up the blind, allowing what little light remained outside
to enter through the gritty panes. On the desk next to the bed was half
of a tuna fish sandwich in a plastic bag. He picked it up and squeezed it.
It was still fresh. Pacing back and forth between the closet door and the
window, he ate it, taking small bites, alternating from the center and the
crust, so that fish and bread would be evenly mixed in each mouthful.
Finished, he lay down on the bed, not bothering to remove his shoes, and
was asleep.
He entered the small delicatessen which was down the block from
his room. He wanted to buy bread and sugared apple rolls and cream
puffs, but he found himself unable to ask for them. Toward the rear of
the store was a large magazine rack; magazines also lined the right wall,
where ordinarily one would find stacked canned soup. A balding, heavyset man stood behind the meat counter, where just before, the baked
goods case had been. He began looking through the magazines. The
aisle was very narrow, and the passage of customers made his browsing
difficult. He felt obligated to purchase something, to not leave the store
without having spent some money. Yet nothing pleased him. He found
himself outside and, surprisedly, empty-handed.
He was awake. The room was dark. The street light just outside
his window was not burning. He got up and turned on the light. There
were newspapers, days old and dusty, on the desk. A small stack of
books rested on the chair. He Efted these, set them on the floor and sat
down. A thin book, its cover torn away, lay before him. He opened it
toward the end and read :
Whose voice is heard in the darkness ?
Whose voice screams the fatal
cant,
the weary words, the
unintelligible obscenities?
A foul and polluted sea sustains
no life, but gives birth
only to shapeless monsters.
He closed the book.
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He never shaved regularly, but when he did shave, it was a1ways at
night. This way, he could sleep ten minutes longer in the morning. He
was shaving now, carefully pulling the razor d?wn his soap-covered face,
avoiding too close contact with its dull edge. He had always hated this
operation, yet for some reason had never let his beard grow.
When he finished, he wiped his face dry with the towel. Looking
in the mirror, he noticed a small patch of black, short hairs below his
right ear which his razor had missed. Wetting his fingers, he worked
up a small amount of lather from the bar of green soap and rubbed it on
this spot. He slid the razor through the patch of soap. It dragged and
pulled, finally too dull to cut the whiskers. Turning the bottom o~ the
razor's handle, its head opened and he removed the blade. He held It up
to the light. Then, with his left hand, he poised the 1Ylade just below the
unshaven spot and pulled it smoothly through his throat. As it glided
past the center, he fell to the floor, his shirt already red. The dripping
mirror reflected the light of the steet lamp outside the window. It had
just come on.

Ed Eicher

THE W ATERMELOJ

We were all lined up along the
Some of the guys' parents were the
weekends, because if they came up d
sick and cried and wanted to go ho1
food on weekends.
There was a big contest betwee
time it was "waterfront fun day".
races and underwater races. The 1
cottage. My cottage, the Mohawks,
The last part of the contest wa
object was, they had this watermel01
ever seen. It was all covered witl
water and two kids from each cotta
who got it up on the dock won it fc
Timmy Haley and Marty Th
Timmy was the fattest, meanest :
scared of him. Mr. Jensen, the 1
could get us that watermelon, Timn
Marty wasn't very popular. I
sit on his bunk and read comic book
and he wet the bed. He wasn't ve1
a boat, but his parents showed up
something.
About ten guys, Timmy and l'v1
Duke Meyers, the waterfront dim
threw it in the middle of the begi1
anybody's head. It landed with a l
it was ever going to come up agair
yell and pointed over at the far sid
little of it bobbed above the water, ;
disappeared completely.

ITALIST

hen he did shave, it was a~ways at
tinutes longer in the morning. He
razor down his soap-covered face,
1 edge. ·He had always hated this
·er let his beard grow.

face dry with the towel. Looking
h of black, short hairs below his
. Wetting his fingers, he worked
)ar of green soap and rubbed it on
he patch of soap. It dragged and
;kers. Turning the bottom of the
removed the blade. He held it up
he poised the blade just below the
through his throat. As it glided
s shirt already red. The dripping
lamp outside the window. It had

Ed Eicher
THE WATERMELON
We were all lined up along the waterfront, at least a hundred guys.
Some of the guys' parents were there, too. They could only come up on
weekends, because if they came up during the week, some kids got homesick and cried and wanted to go home with them. We always had good
food on weekends.
There was a big contest between the cottages every Saturday. This
time it was "waterfront fun day". They had swimming races and boat
races and underwater races. The prize was a watermelon for the best
cottage. My cottage, the Mohawks, hadn't won anything.
The last part of the contest was the greased watermelon fight. The
object was, they had this watermelon; it was the biggest watermelon I've
ever seen. It was all covered with lard. They would throw it in the
water and two kids from each cottage would jump in after it. The one
who got it up on the dock won it for his cottage.
Timmy Haley and Marty Thompson were in for the Mohawks.
Timmy was the fattest, meanest guy I ever knew. Everybody was
scared of him. Mr. Jensen, the Mohawk's chief, figured if anybody
could get us that watermelon, Timmy could.
Marty wasn't very popular. He did nothing all day long except
sit on his bunk and read comic books. At night he cried himself to sleep,
and he wet the bed. He wasn't very big, and he couldn't swim or row
a boat, but his parents showed up and Mr. Jensen had to put him in
something.
About ten guys, Timmy and Marty included, were out on the dock.
Duke Meyers, the waterfront director, picked up the watermelon and
threw it in the middle of the beginners area, which wasn't quite over
anybody's head. It landed with a gurgle and sank. It didn't look like
it was ever going to come up again. Somebody on the beach let out a
yell and pointed over at the far side of the area. There it was. Just a
little of it bobbed above the water, and every time a wave came a'long it
disappeared completely.
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All ten guys hit the water at the same time and headed toward it.
Some kid from the Iroquois cottage got there first. He grabbed it and
headed for the dock. Everybody on shore was yelling like crazy. Mr.
Jensen shouted something to Timmy, but nobody could hear him. The
rest of the guys caught up with the kid with the watermelon. He was
holding it tight to his chest with both arms. Timmy took a big swing and
hit the watermelon right on top with his fist. There was a loud thunk
and it skittered right out of his hands and sank.
Everybody was splashing around and fighting, looking for it, except
for Marty. He was standing back a little ways, just shivering. The
watermelon popped up right next to him. Nobody else in the water saw
it. The guys on shore yelled and pointed, but there was so much noise
that nobody could hear. Marty shoved it underwater and held it between
his legs, where nobody could see it. He started waddling toward the
dock, the watermelon between his legs, hunched over like a duck.
The guys on shore were going crazy. Everybody in the water was
looking around now, wondering where it was. Suddenly they spotted
Marty and charged after him. Marty panicked, and the watermelon
slipped from between his legs.
It popped up and hit him right on the nose. He started bleeding
and crying, and Duke reached down and hauled him up on the dock.
The blood mixed with the water on his chest, and it looked like there
was a lot more blood than there really was.
It trickled down his belly and legs, and he really looked gory. His
mother ran right out on the cloak before anybody could stop her and
started dabbing at him with her kerchief. Duke took them off the dock
and up to the infirmary.
In the water, the guy from Iroquois had the watermelon again.
Timmy took another big swing at it with his fist. This time there wasn't
any 1oud thunk. His fist went right through it, and he pulled out a
handful of red, dripping watermelon. The guys in the water stopped
fighting. They ripped the watermelon apart and ate it right there in the
water. Nobody on shore said anything; we just stood there.
Marty's mother bought two big, beautiful watermelons for the
Mohawks. We ate them that night. Timmy didn't get any.

Gudrun Mower
A DAY ON THE FOJ
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Gudrun Mower

A DAY ON THE FORTRESS
The dilapidated fortress could only be reached when the tide was
low. The small wooden bridge had long been removed; probably by
inhabitants of the village who had used the wood for fuel during the
dark, unpleasant winters after the war. A stone dam which connects
the land with the fortress was built several years ago. From a distance the fortress looked as if it never had been destroyed. The steeply
slanted outer wall with its huge square-cut reddish-brown stones rising
out of the water was hardly damaged. Piles of loose concrete mixed
with dark red bricks and whole concrete walls lay scattered on the
upper area of the fortress. On the south side the outer wall was
disrupted, laying bare a heap of dirt which gradually had been covered
with grasses and weeds.
During the past two summers Jann had spent many afternoons
down at the bottom of the wall where the stones were covered with
seaweed, and a constant breeze from the open sea used to make his
cheeks burn.
When Jann was twelve years old he had suffered from nervous
disorders. Besides, he was constantly undernourished. The coarse
black rye bread, the salted herrings and the boiled potatoes had made
him lose his appetite. The family doctor had him sent to an institution
especially set up for the physical and mental well-being of poor children.
The institution was located in an old castle in the Black Forest. When
Jann came home, besides having gained several pounds of weight, he
brought back picture post-cards of the castle and other castles of the
Black Forest. After that he searched all libraries for books on architecture. The sections on castles he read for hours.
Big rain clouds hung over the city. Jann was in a narrow, cobblestoned side street around the port when, in one of the little stores which
offered all kinds of odd things, he discovered a large book on European
castles. The book was bound in worn-out black leather and the pages
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were yellow with age. He went into the shop and asked the owner
whether he could look at the book. The storekeeper allowed him to do
so. The book contained many drawings and photographs of the most
famous European castles. He had noticed the price in the book: eight
marks. The same afternoon J ann started digging in the ruins of the
fortress for scrap metal and sold whatever he found each day to the
scrap metal dealer in the village. He knew the filthy dealer always set
the price arbitrarily and that would J ann have dared to bargain with
him he would not have bought the metal. The night before his fifteenth
birthday Jann counted his money and found to his surprise that he had
more than he needed to buy the book. "On my way home," he thought,
"I will buy an ice cream cone and then I will buy the book."
He had bought the book and had gone directly to the fortress.
Before long he was at his favorite place. In a short time he was
completely absorbed in the book. After a while some pebbles came rolling down the wall. J ann did not give them any thought until a heavier
stone hit his back. He turned around. The same moment a stone hit his
book and jumped off again. It had left a small hole in one of the pages
of the book. Six boys about his age were standing on top of the wall.
Jann knew that to escape them he had to show them he was just like
them. "Where do you guys come from? I've never seen you around
here," he said. "Did we ask you where you're from, Big Mouth?" one
of them shouted back. }ann dared to say, "No, I only wondered. I come
here quite often, you know." Before the stocky boy who had called
Jann "Big Mouth" had made up his mind for an answer, a thin little
fellow with spiderlike arms and legs slapped himself on his knees by
moving his upper body up and down. This was accompanied by mockhysterical laughter. "He comes here to read the Bible," he said laughing
even more stupidly. "Let me see that piece of junk," the stocky boy
demanded. "It's not mine," Jann said. "I borrowed it." Another boy
appeared behind the group. He carried a rope across his shoulders.
"Puff is here; come on, let's start playing," one of the boys said. "I've
got an idea," the tiny fellow said. They all bent their heads down and
started whispering to each other. "Come on Runze, let's play," the same
boy insisted. Runze was the stocky boy. He had a pudgy face with
narrow eyes and strong cheek bones, and his long ash-blond hair was

GUDRE:N

combed to one side covering half o
who had made the comment by his
he said. J ann at an angle away fror
Puff had made a loop in the ropt
other boys were watching Puff att,
they observed Jann with conspicu
they were not skilled enough to catc
something to Runze J ann was not a
himself from the group; he came ru
force struck Jann down. The oth<
J ann fell backwards. When he trie<
ticed a sharp pain on one side of his
one of the boys kept him down by
pressed his arms against the roug
fumbled a gray handkerchief filled
his pocket and gave it to Runze, wl
it into }ann's mouth. Jann tried to
had started putting the rope aroun
back and forth, and at times Jann
they had tightened the rope in sucl
Jann to move, Jann knew that then
One boy gave him a few kioks on
stand up. J ann thought that maybe
save the book, which had slipped ot
It was too heavy and did not slide all
wall as Jann had hoped it would. 1
him. Jann stood up. The same bo
Jann fell down again, this time cutti
face of the stones. They all laughe'
than all the others. He never attac
the most vulgar remarks and was
actions to be undertaken. Runze an
gestions without hesitation. For sec<
of winning the skinny fellow to his s
already too late. Because of the rea<
whatever action was demanded by

~NTALIST

t1to the shop and asked the owner
The storekeeper allowed him to do
vings and photographs of the most
1oticed the price in the book : eight
>tarted digging in the ruins of the
vhatever he found each day to the
e knew the filthy dealer always set
l J ann have dared to bargain with
tetal. The night before his fifteenth
d found to his surprise that he had
c. "On my way home," he thought,
hen I will buy the book."
had gone directly to the fortress.
e place. In a short time he was
ter a while some pebbles came rolle them any thought until a heavier
l. The same moment a stone hit his
~ft a small hole in one of the pages
: were standing on top of the wall.
1ad to show them he was just like
·rom? I've never seen you around
.ere you're from, Big Mouth?" one
say, "No, I only wondered. I come
1re the stocky boy who had called
; mind for an answer, a thin little
s slapped himself on his knees by
1. This was accompanied by mockt:o read the Bible," he said laughing
1at piece of junk," the stocky boy
id. "I borrowed it." Another boy
rried a rope across his shoulders.
.ying," one of the boys said. "I've
hey all bent their heads down and
lme on Runze, let's play," the same
boy. He had a pudgy face with
, and his long ash-blond hair was

GUDREN MOWER

31

combed to one side covering half of his face. Runze grasped the boy
who had made the comment by his jacket and shook him. "Shut up!"
he said. Jann at an angle away from them, was staggering up the wall.
Puff had made a loop in the rope and flung it towards Jann. The
other boys were watching Puff attentively, always encouraging, while
they observed Jann with conspicuous contempt. It turned out that
they were not skilled enough to catch Jann this way. The tiny boy said
something to Runze J ann was not able to understand. Runze detached
himself from the group; he came running down the wall and with great
force struck Jann dvwn. The other boys followed him immediately.
Jann fell backwards. When he tried to straighten his body out he noticed a sharp pain on one side of his head. He could not get up because
one of the boys kept him down by sitting on his back, another firmly
pressed his arms against the rough rocks, and that little skinny boy
fumbled a gray handkerchief filled with yellvw and black stains out of
his pocket and gave it to Runze, who formed it into a ball and pressed
it into ]ann's mouth. Jann tried to free himself. It was useless. They
had started putting the rope around his waist. They jerked the rope
back and forth, and at times Jann felt various degrees of pain. After
they had tightened the rope in such a way that it was impossible for
Jann to move, Jann knew that there was no way to escape any longer.
One boy gave him a few kioks on his buttocks and demanded that he
stand up. J ann thought that maybe by following their orders, he could
save the book, which had slipped out of his hand when he was struck.
It was too heavy and did not slide all the way down to the bottom of the
wall as Jann had hoped it would. Now it lay only a few yards below
him. Jann stood up. The same boy gave him another few kicks and
J ann fell down again, this time cutting his upper lip on the rough surface of the stones. They all laughed. The tiny boy was more excited
than all the others. He never attacked Jann physically, but he made
the most vulgar remarks and was full of suggestions for any new
actions to be undertaken. Runze and the others had followed his suggestions without hesitation. For seconds Jann considered the possibility
of winning the skinny fellow to his side, but then he realized that it was
already too late. Because of the readiness of the other boys to perform
whatever action was demanded by the shrill voice, Jann knew that a
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considerable force would be needed to overthrow his tormenters. Some
of them could not avoid giving Jann some extra kicks. The skinny boy
walked behind Jann and ridiculed ]ann's position and the pains it caused.
When they had dragged J ann up the wall they tied him to an iron
pole on top of which a light signal for ships was installed. The foul
smelling handkerchief was still in ]ann's mouth. "Let's stone him; let's
burn him like they used to burn witches." Surprisingly it was Runze
who made that suggestion. All of them for a moment stared silently at
Jann. It was as if they had to find something to really hurt him. "Does
anyone have matches?" The birdlike face of the skinny boy lit up when
he asked the question. They all had matches because they all smoked
secretly. "Let's get the book and burn it in front of his feet, and see
whether his shoe will start burning. After that we can rub the burned
paper into his face and stuff it into his throat." The skinny boy's plan
was greeted with roaring laughter. Tears were running down ]ann's
cheeks. He begged for his book. This made the boys more angry. Some
of them spat at him disgustedly. They got the book, trampled on it and
kicked it with their feet. All of a sudden a rat had come out of one of
the cracks between the stones very close to them. The boys' reaction
was fast. They immediately pelted the rat with stones. J ann had seen
a rat only once on the fortress and that was in the upper area between
the ruins. He had always thought that there weren't any rats close
to the wall. One of the boys hit the rat. It collapsed. Parts of its body
were still moving. "Runze, why don't you piok up that rat by its nice,
shiny tail and let our crying Knight of the Castles have a taste of rat
blood. After all, aren't knights courageous men? What about it, ah ?"
the squeaky voice said. This time the boys did not jump immediately.
"You're not afraid to touch a lousy rat, are you? You're supposed to
be tough. You wouldn't cry like that mama boy up there." They all
approached the dead rat. Runze took it up by the tail and picked his
way upwards. He walked straight up to J ann. The expression on
Runze's face was that of a predatory animal preparing to tear its opponent apart. Runze ripped the upper part of ]ann's shirt and with a violent swing flung the rat against ]ann's chest, splashing some of its blood
over ]ann's face and chest. At the same time Jann smelled the foul odor
of the rat. The still warm body of the rat and some weak movements
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of its most abominable tail made Jann throw up. He started coughing.
His eyes started watering and his face turned pale. It alarmed the boys.
They took the handkerchief out of his mouth. "He is dying, he is dying," the tiny boy, jumping up and down with joy, burst out. Jann went
on coughing even more violently. "Let's go!" the skinny boy said and
they all ran away. A few seconds later one of them came back and gave
Jann a jack knife. Jann was able to cut himself free under great difficulty. After the rope had fallen off, the rat fell through his shirt on to
the ground. His coughing had stopped. He ran as fast as he could down
the wall. As soon as he was at the edge of the water, he took all his
clothes off and swam far into the sea. Time and time again he submerged his whole body into the water. Everytime he came up he felt
that there was still some filth on him. Almost physically exhausted he
left the water. He put on only his trousers and went to look for the
book. It was badly demolished, but it had not been burned. He felt
neither hate nor anger. He was tired like an old man.
It was the same year in the fall. Jann and his friends went to the
port to steal some bananas from a banana boat. They hung around the
boat all afternoon. On their way back home, passing a warehouse, Jann
saw on the other side of the warehouse, in one of its doors, a small boy
standing. Without telling his friends anything about it, he went through
the warehouse and seized the boy from behind. The boy recognized
Jann immediately. He started screaming as hard as he could. "I've
done nothing to you. The others did it, get them, don't do anything to
me. I didn't touch you once." Jann disregarded his opponent's grovelling. He gave him a few blows, causing the boy to bawl more. The boy
begged J ann to stop beating him. He cried, "Let me go, let me go. I'll
show you how to get the others. I'll help you. I can tell you how to
trap them and then you and your friends can revenge what they did to
you." Jann did not pay any attention to his proposals and continued
beating him. A few workers had been attracted by the noise. One of
them took Jann's arm, forcing him to stop beating the boy. "You should
be ashamed of yourself to beat up a small boy like that," he said to Jann.
The boy had picked himself up. Protected he felt secure again. "Cut
him to pieces. Defend me. Do you know that I was only able to escape
this far from the pier over there? Do you know that he wanted to
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drown me?" J ann was not able to utter a word. The skinny boy stood
self-assured before the solid line of workmen whose faces showed no
reaction to the skinny boy's pleading. The boy then spat at Jann. Jann
spat back, turned around and ran to catch up with his friends. They had
been looking for him. J ann told them what had happened. His friends
were ready to go back and drain the last drop of blood out of the small
boy. "Whatever you'll do to him," Jann said, "it won't do any good."
They did not understand J ann. Some of them thought that J ann had
turned into a coward, and some thought that he felt sorry for the little
boy.
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OBITUARY
I had read the obituary in the paper Monday night. Milburn was
dead. He had died in Albany Medical Center that morning. I must
have been eating breakfast then. I was shocked, but I shouldn't have
been. I knew he would die. Everyone did. Ellen did. I guess I never
really resigned myself to the fact that he would die. Maybe I just
postponed it. I'm a fool. I believe in miracles and whenever people tell
me to face facts-to look at the world as it is, I can't. I hope and hope
until the very last moment, and when the worst comes, I am hurt. That
last part isn't true-I am hurt for an instant. Then I tell myself it
really didn't happen, or that it's only temporary. That way I'm not
hurt; I can't stand pain. I suppose its cowardly. I only know that it's
easier.
Milburn and Ellen were my best friends. It didn't matter that they
were in their fifties and I wasn't even twenty. Ellen was a friend, who
happened to be my English teacher. Milburn was a friend who hatr
pened to be a State Supreme Court Justice and married to Ellen.
I wanted to go alone, but my mother suggested that a group of kids,
representing her old English class, should pay their respects together.
I didn't like the idea. I didn't think of myself as "one of her old English
students" and neither did Ellen. I agreed only because I thought that
E1Ien would appreciate their thoughtfulness. I called the whole class.
"Gee, Kathy, I'd like to go but I'm awfully busy-New Year's Eve
and all." They were thoughtless but I was selfish. I had wanted to go
alone and this was a good excuse. I couldn't help it if they didn't want
to go, could I? Now my mother suggested that she go with me. I
couldn't argue, otherwise I wouldn't go at all; but Mother had met
Milburn and Ellen only a few times. She had never understood, or
wanted to understand, my relationship with them. Besides, I would feel
uncomfortable with her there, knowing she would inspect everything.
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My mother and I traveled to Ellen's house in Fort Plain, where
Milburn was being shown. As we drove up to the house I noticed that
my mother looked quite surprised; I think she must have expected a
grander house. I love that house. Big, old, polished. I was always sure
that it would stand as long as the world stood, maybe longer. That
house is Saturday mornings, sunlight streaming in through white curtained windows, sleeping late, then walking around in bathrobe and
slippers with an orange in your hand. It is not grief, not death.
I had my hand on the bell when Ellen threw open the door, giving
a little cry of joy. She looked wonderful, she had her blue knit suit on,
one of my favorites. She embraced me, then my mother and welcomed
us into the parlor, where Milburn was. I couldn't look at Milburn, I
could see him out of the comer of my eye, but I couldn't look at him
directly-not yet. My mother went over to the casket though. I had to
talk with Ellen. Ellen knew, she understood, as always. We sat down
and talked. I shouldn't say we, she had to do all of the talking. She
talked of everything that meant nothing to either of us. After a few
minutes I put my hand on her cheek. "You're right Kathy, I'm not
making sense. Come, I want you to see Milburn." Feeling my hesitation, she took my hand and led me across the room, like a child.
Ellen began pointing out some of the flower pieces to me. I knew
what she was doing; she was trying to make it easier for me, but it was
no good. I went up to the casket. Ellen stopped talking and stood beside
me. As I stood there looking down at him, the only thing I could think
of was a summer night. One weekend last summer Ellen and Milburn
asked me to come up to their cottage on Canada Lake. That night they
showed me slides of their trip to Europe. They had known at the time
that it would probably be their last trip together, but they were happy.
Milburn was especially romantic. He did silly little things, bought her
expensive gifts, and took her to private little cafes. Milburn talked to
me while he was showing the slides. I was excited. Excited about
Europe, travel, knowledge, life. Milburn sensed this and was glad. He
told me that someday Ellen and I would travel. I was satisfied with this
memory of Milburn. I loved this memory and he was love itself.
Mother gave me a few anxious looks; she wanted to leave. Ellert
thanked Mother for coming. I kissed Ellen and told her I would write.
Ellen and I hadn't talked much but we didn't need to.
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Mother and I got into the car. I didn't want to talk. Oh, how I
ached for a silent ride home! I was dreading the moment when Mother
would break the silence. She did.
"'Kathryn, did you notice Mr. Grey?" (Mr. Grey was the funeral
director.) "He had a plaid vest on ! The tags were still on the flowers
and he didn't even have flower stands. Most of them were placed on the
piano. There was too much rouge on Milburn's face."
I said nothing. The rest of the trip was silent.

Barbara Jean Turner
POEMS
I'm crying for Annie,
she died this morning.
Annie was my best
friend. I wonder
what to wear to the
funeral. Annie
had a black dress
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fit me. I'll call her
up and ... but oh
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what will I wear to
the funeral?
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Mary was a nice girl, a
nice happy girl. She
smiled and grinned - a
big toothy grin; Mary's dead. She
died a nice happy death- still
smiling and laughing. I killed
Mary. I killed her with a
frown- a nice big happy frown.

*

*

*

We were all sitting
there real quiet. And
he said we are mad,
all gone mad. So
we picked up our
clubs and hit him.
His blood was yellow,
and he was yellow.
We all sat down,
quiet once again.

*

*

*

Quietly we tip-toed across
the wet green grass. He
fell quiclsly with a
soft dull thud. We
laughed and he stood there
smiling at his green pants.
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Bob Root
THE ALBATROSS
Sitting by the window, he watched the passage of cars on the cool,
dry street in front of the hotel. The first breath of spring had revived
the town, and the sidewalk carried short-sleeved, bare-headed men and
sleeveless, cotton-skirted women into the bar at the side of the hotel.
There were more people roaming tonight than there had been since
summer, and the sounds of the voices and the music carried up to him
through the open window and came under the door to the hall.
The room behind him was in semi-darkness, and in his corner of it
the flare of the cigarette was the only thing that lit his face. It was the
darkness of the room that reminded him of Jeanne. All their rendezvous had had a half-lit air of fantasy, especially in the beginning.
His affair with Jeanne had started much as this affair was starting now,
matter-of-fact sex, the teacher reviving his youth in a young girl's body,
the student deluding herself into thinking that sex with an older man
automatically made her more mature. But then, this new one was a
shoddy fake who could never make him believe she wanted anything
other than whatever advantage there was in being a professor's mistress.
Stephen Coleridge Barclay, he thought. Dr. Stephen Coleridge
Barclay, the English professor. At college they had called him Coleridge or STC or Kublai Kahn. Now his students called him the Ancient
Mariner. The Ancient Mariner, he thought, mating with a skinny street
nymph like this Lena. Wouldn't his namesake cringe?
Someone on the street glanced up at the window, and Barclay drew
back suddenly. He stepped into the shadows behind him and waited for
the man to pass. When he looked again, the man was gone and the
street was empty. He wished the girl would come; he wished it were
over with.
It had been different with Jeanne. It had been good. Their three
years together had been happy ones for him. She had seemed happy too.
She had accepted his gifts, let him introduce her to a few of the impor-
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tant people that he knew and had taken the advantage::; he had offered.
But still it seemed as if she had been happy too, besides everything else.
At least I was happy then, he thought. At least Stephen Coleridge
Barclay got something out of it. That was the important thing.
He had met her at a party with some students, parties that one of
the single teachers took him to, along with some of the townspeople.
The single teachers always tried to meet the town's wealth, especially
the ambitious ones who wanted more than this small college for the rest
of their lives. Burt Massey had been the one who had introduced him
to Jeanne. Burt had known her at these parties the year before. Burt
had known her; he nudged Barclay's ribs and winked.
"Wait till she's had a few more drinks," Massey instructed. "Then
impress her." Barclay had gazed at him in amazement, and Massey had
answered, "It's better than drinking yourself to death."
Barclay had thought so too at the end of that first night, when she
was asleep beside him in the bedroom of the little cottage on the lake.
He had thought so when he felt his breath come deep and hard, and he
had lain awake and sometimes almost cried because he felt like a man
again. Jeanne had been good at making him at ease with a woman again,
and if his performance had been less accomplished than Massey's, she
had never let on, but made him seem an artist at it.
But it hadn't eased his drinking. He had haunted the bar, waiting
for another party, building rapport with Massey and some of the
younger teachers. He had made a point of buying Jeanne's drinks each
night that she came in, and he had staggered home dog-like each night
that she had gone back to her dormitory. One the weekend he had missed
one party, and on the next night she had gone off with someone else.
It took him two weeks to finally get to her again, and then once more
he felt good.
Now, in the hotel room, he stared at the reflection in the window,
at the puffiness around his eyes, the patch of dark hair that dropped
down over his forehead failing to hide the height of his hairline, and the
nicotine tint on his pale lips. He did last three years, he reminded himself, and everyone knew and no one cared.
The faculty had known. The faculty lounge always buzzed with
the latest dirt, real, imagined, or manufactured. But no one had cen-
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sured him, and many had given congratulations when Burt Massey had
held a loud and drunken anniversary party for them in the hotel bar.
But, of course, everyone had known what a witch Margaret was and
what a pampered pansy Barclay's son had turned into. His wife and
son drove him to drink, they had sympathized. At least his playmate put
some life back into him.
But Jeanne had graduated and moved on, and Margaret had mellowed and cut herself off from society, and Ralph had gone on to school
in California. And Dr. Stephen Coleridge Barclay had turned into a
rumpot and a lecher.
But no, that's not true, Barclay told himself. I don't drink so much
really. And the girls ... well, the girls ...
He thought of Harrison then, the new man in the department, the
blond, good-looking, wholesome bastard with all his new ideas and new
concepts. Always Barclay locked horns with Harrison at department
meetings; always Harrison displayed exasperation at Barclay's methods,
as if Barclay knew nothing of English, knew nothing of teaching. True,
Barclay had once tried to be a poet, had married an anemic intellectual
who pressured him to put his poetic talents to sociological purposes;
true, Barclay had failed, had published only one slim volume of lousy
poems that never sold twenty-five copies; true, he had entered teaching
because all he knew was English, the manipulation of the language for
the purposes of art, the creative forces that produced great literature.
And it was true he had never taken education courses or "methods,"
and he always announced that courses such as those tended to give support to incompetents who thought busy work was a substitute for teaching. But he had been teaching for twenty years and Harrison had been
teaching for two. That clean-cut all-American bastard Harrison, always
on Barclay's back.
Barclay got up from his seat by the window and moved aimlessly
around the room. He hated Harrison, but he knew the man had talent,
the man knew his stuff. It was his constant evaluating that bothered
him, the way his eyes seemed to judge and condemn his superior. And
that crack of his that Barclay had overheard today, that gnawed at his
brain too.
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It had been as Barclay passed the faculty lounge in the middle of a
class period. The door had been opened to get the full advantage of the
spring day, and Barclay had heard Harrison's voice as it said, " ... and
that albatross is slowly choking him." Barclay had heard it and turned
and strode into the room. Harrison and one of the married women on
the faculty were sitting close together on a couch and both started as
Barclay entered. He had nodded to them and strode past to the door
that led outside.
The albatross had always been a gag that Stephen Coleridge Barclay had been forced to live with. But Harrison had changed it, and the
new one frightened him. Harrison could have meant only one thing,
Barclay thought.
He slumped down on the bed and shook his head. It's just not like
it was, he thought. It's all changed. With Jeanne there had been this
darkness to the room, his self-consciousness, the stomach that seemed to
protrude so grotesquely, the flabby buttocks, the thin, veined legs; he
had wanted to be comfortable with her, had not wanted her to notice
his age. Jeanne had not been beautiful, perhaps not even pretty, with
her crooked face and skinny body, but she had been young, and the
young are more frightened of ugliness than the old. Barclay had tried
to conceal himself from her partially, while giving her his wit and his
tenderness. He had promised her things and had kept his promises, and
she had, in return, made him happy, and perhaps been happy herself.
The darkness of the room, the homliness of the girl, the promises
and Stephen Coleridge were the only things the same now. He tried to
recapture the feeling with Jeanne, he had tried so many times, but he
couldn't. Those who had succeeded her had taken his money, his connections, and his awkward love-making and given half-hearted responses
to his ardor and disinterested small talk.
How Margaret would ridicule him if she knew! But he never saw
her except on the weekends when he tried to interest himself in the
sports on television, and then they seldom spoke. No, she wouldn't
ridicule him. She didn't care enough to bother. Their house was
always quiet, a deaf-mute boarding house for all the conversation that
passed in it. He had stopped even bothering to look at her; for her
loathing was always in her eyes. It was as if becoming a school teacher
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had made him less than a man, and finally giving up all pretensions to
literary achievement had made him less than human. He couldn't bear
to look at her anymore, especially now that the boy was gone and the
only emotion left in the house was revulsion. As much as he hated his
son, he at least admitted that he had kept some life in the house by
keeping life in his mother. But now he was gone, and the house was
empty of everything but hate.
Jeanne. He mumbled her name half-aloud. Jeanne, I wish you
were here. Everything would be good again. They wouldn't whisper
about me or feel sorry for me or look down on me. Oh. Jeanne.
He heard the knock on the door and went cold. His flesh rose in
tiny pimples and he tried not to move. The knock came again, harsh,
without secrecy or subtlety. He shuffled to the door and opened it.
Lena looked up at him blankly.
"Hi," she said, and ambled into the room. He watched her cross
to the bed and turn toward him be fore he closed the door. "Been here
long?" she asked.
"I came early. I had nothing to do, so I came early."
She began undressing, chattering as she unbuttoned her sweater.
He supposed that she was being sly, trying to maneuver him into giving
her what she wanted without his knowing. Everything about her is so
blatant, he thought.
"Dr. Hammerstein is downstairs. Do you know him?"
"Yes. I do. Not very well."
"He seems like a very intelligent man. I mean, he has so many
interesting ideas about sociology."
"You're taking sociology this semester, aren't you?" His voice
was calm and he watched her closely.
"Yes, I am. It's very interesting."
"Going to major in it in graduate school?"
Her eyes darted toward him although her head didn't move , ancl
there was a long pause before she nonchalantly told him she didn't know.
"I'm just interested in it. You know, being a history major and
all." She sat down on the bed and leaned back. "But I've also been
fascinated by English. Especially the way you teach it You make the
sonnets so alive."
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He turned away from her. The sonnets, another carry-over from
the days with Jeanne. She had been delighted with his readings of all
the sonnets he had studied for his doctorate, delighted with the sonnets
he had written for Margaret; which he told her were for her. She had
been interested, she had learned, she had developed a taste for his
favorite form of poetry. This one, this Lena, could appreciate only
ambition and pretended to flatter her patsy for his favors.
Oh, Jeanne. It's not the same. It stinks.
"Ready?" Lena asked.
Jeanne would say, "I don't know what it says, but it sounds good
to me." Jeanne let him guide her, let him suggest meetings with those
who could help her. Jeanne knew when to satisfy him and go unsatisfied herself until he would offer satisfaction to her. Barclay turned
toward the door.
"\Vhere are you going?" Lena asked.
He paused with his hand on the knob and tried to look at her and
tell her that it stinks. He heard her move on the bed.
"Dr. Barclay?"
Jeanne had called him Stephen. "Stephen, we do this very well
together." "It's because I make you practice so much." "We could
practice more if you wanted, Stephen." Oh, God, Jeanne, if only you
were here.
"Are you going home?" Lena asked, with a frantic edge to her
Yoice. "Where are you going ?"
Barclay's hand tightened on the knob. Where am I going? Home?
No, hardly. Home to Margaret? Down to the bar? Oh, Barclay, you
silly old man, Jeanne's gone. Forever.
He looked up toward Lena, her legs curled beneath her on the
heel, the bedspread covering her to her thighs. She was leaning toward
him, the blemished breasts hanging limp and uninviting between the
arms that propped her up. She was thinner than Jeanne, not as attractive, though Jeanne, to be honest, had not been attractive. But, Barclay,
he told himself, you are old, the Ancient Mariner. Where will you go?
What is there, who is there if you throw away this shabby imitation of
Jeanne? Dr. Stephen Coleridge Barclay-in the nude a flabby pallid
man. Dr. Stephen Coleridge Coleridge Barclay-at least, Harrison, I
won't be choked by loneliness.
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His hand released the knob and his voice came hoarsely. "I was
thinking of going out. Getting a bottle."
"We could do that later," she said cautiously. "When we come back
from downstairs." He didn't answer, and she said quickly, "I've been
wanting you to be with me."
He looked into her face. She meant that, he knew she meant that.
"Alright. I'll just lock the door." She did mean that. Maybe someone
could be like Jeanne with him. He had thought that before, but this one
seemed to mean it when she said that. "Later we'll go down and I'll
introduce you to Doctor Hammerstein."
"If you want to. If you think you want me to meet him."
He liked the timidity of her voice, the shyness in the way she said
that. He started away from the door and she smiled slightly. She
wasn't really bad looking, he thought. Not when you get used to her.
He stopped and looked hard at her.
"Are ... are you coming, Doctor Barclay?"
He smiled and put softness into his voice. "Why don't you call me
Stephen, Lena?" She leaned back on the bed and smiled again, watching him. He began unbuttoning his shirt.
"\Vould ... would you recite something for me ... Stephen?"
He came close to the bed and reached out to brush her hair with
the back of his hand. "You're no albatross," he said. "You're a bird of
paradise."
"I don't know what you mean, but it sounds good." She slid down
and curled up, peering out of the corners of her eyes as her head rested
on the pillow. "Will you recite something, Stephen?"
He laughed in his throat and the paunch rippled under his tee
shirt. He slipped out of his trousers and self-consciously pushed at a
protruding vein in his leg. He smiled at her and softly started.
"How do I love thee? Let me count the ways ... "

